CONCEITS

Opening lines of two poems on the death of Edward King

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more,

Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere,

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,

And with forced fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year....

I like not tears in tune, nor do I prize
His artificial grief, who scans his eyes.
Mine weep down pious beads; but why should 1
Confine them to the muses' rosary ?
I am no poet here ; my pen's the spout
Where the rain-water of mine eyes runs out
In pity of that name, whose fall we see
Thus copied out in griefs hydrography. . . .

At the time of its publication, Cleveland's ode on the
death of Edwrard King was, I suspect, greatly preferred
in advanced literary circles to Milton's ; it must have
seemed so much more modern and on the spot. For an
intelligent undergraduate of the later sixteen-thirties,
phrases like c grief's hydrography* held, no doubt, that
quality of intense contemporariness which his successor
now finds, and feels to be so satisfactory, in almost any
of the imitations of'Anna Livia Plurabelle.'

* Lycidas * is one of the most staggering performances
in any literature ; having said which, I may admit that
I have a sneaking fondness for Cleveland. I like him
even when he is at his worst, as in this poem on Edward